as I then suggested, one who would persecute others, but
one who, if the need arose, would go to the pillory or the
stake for her convictions, one who would go through fire
and water, would never accept defeat and would fight the
good fight through mental and physical suffering until,
when the tormented body failed, the spirit blazed forth,
brave, patient, and unafraid, and she rendered up her
splendid soul to God.
But in the days of Watergate Bay if battle and martyrdom
and many aspects of her complex nature lay hidden in the
future, there were many characteristics that were obvious
and that she had shown since childhood and one of these
was her passionate devotion to animals, her indignant
championship of them in suffering or neglect. This was a
fundamental instinct that was later to appear in almost
everything she wrote. Horses, as I have said, she loved and
understood, though she had not then, as she did later,
learned to love also the fox. Dogs large and small (she had
no patience at all with the professed dog-lover who made
size a qualification) she was never without. When I met
her at Lady Clarendon's she was accompanied by a toy fox-
terrier named Jill, a recent acquisition - an uninteresting and
generally unsatisfactory little beast which, to my relief, was
soon planted in a good home. But others remained and
were frequently reinforced. There was Rufus, ageing at
that time but deeply loved, and deeply mourned when he
died. He was a big sable Welsh collie rescued from the
Battersea Dogs* Home. She would say in later years that
she sometimes heard him breathing at night in her bedroom
and as she lay in bed a few days before she died she said to
me quietly: * Rufus is standing beside me with his head on
my arm.* Fortune, a French bull bitch, was acquired soon
after we met, the first in my time of an endless series, ranging
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